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Its cramped, hot, and mostly quiet on the bus. 
Minus of course the rumbling sound of the Greyhound, that's puttering it's way around. 


A young man was huddled against the side of the bus, his arms crossed, as he was slowly nodding in and out 


on the long bus ride into the city. 


His eyes briefly shifted to the front of the bus, as he heard the driver say they'd only be a few minutes 


before they reach the stop. 
The young man let out a heavy sigh, it was a long couple of hours. 


Mostly since the rest of the riders weren't too friendly and someone reeked of cat piss, which made bile rise 


up from anyones stomach, and would want to rech. 

The young man's eyes looked out the window again. 

He could see the city coming into focus loud and clear. 

It was enough to send brief excitement through him. 

This young man's name was Bruce. 

It wasn't his first time coming into the big city. 

He usually ran away here when him and his father had gotten into heated arguments. 

Bruce was old enough now at least, where he could cut ties from home. 

He had a girlfriend that lived in the city thankfully. 

Bruce was pretty determined he wasn't gonna go back home again like usual, at least not for a long time. 


He packed up what he had in a rucksack, grabbed whatever money he had waded up in a sock, and bought a 
ticket for the earliest ride to the city on the Greyhound. 


What he had planned wasn't completely thought out 
All that mattered right now was SAYONARA JERSEY! 
The bus rolled it's way into the station 

With everyone shuffling their ways off 


Plenty of chatter from the people, to the PA on when the next buses were leaving echoed throughout the 


terminal. 
Bruce threw his bag over his shoulder as he made his way out on the street. 


Bruce moved past herds of people, and eventually made his way off of 4st street, which was still pretty 
busy, with taxi cabs picking people up and dropping off. 


Bruce didn't have the money for that kind of thing. 

Hell, New York really wasn't his place to be; but it was the only place he could go right now. 
He'd have to head to Lower Manhattan. 

Bruce crossed the street, and headed down the subway. 


The subway system was slightly confusing to him, but thankfully he knew how to get to point A to point B, 


which was about it unfortunately. 
Bruce bought his ticket, and waited against the tile wall, for the next train to come by. 
His eyes shifted to his surroundings. 


There were all sorts of people that you'd come across down here, some of whom he was pretty sure never 


left the subway. 


In the distance you heard the train coming, Bruce leaned away from the wall, and walked towards the ledge in 


which the train came. 


Briefly Bruce seen a few rats running along the tracks, and disappearing into god knows where under the 


subway. 
A large gust of wind blew back his dark curls of hair, as it pulled in. 
The doors creaked open, as passengers hopped off and hopped on. 


Bruce preferred to stand at this point, yes it was quite the ride down, but he felt like he had to be on guard 


in a place like this. 

Just like everywhere else Bruce was so far, he kept to himself. 

Bruce's dark eyes were mostly hidden behind the brim of his hat. 

He briefly looked around curiously. 

Mostly he enjoyed people watching on the subway, it helped pass the time to be honest. 

As the train jostled around at every bump they hit, he noticed how many people just didn't care. 


They mostly read books, or the newspaper. 


While others napped, or just sat there in there seats minding their own business. 
Bruce was currently leaned up against a pole. 
Every now and again changing his footing so he wouldn't fall over, if they hit a bump. 


The train ride almost seemed as long as the busride, though of course Bruce preferred this for obvious 


reasons. One being you could move around freely, sit, change cars, if there was any trouble around; Or even 


hop off if he wanted too. 


The loud echoes of the train rushing through the underground tunnels of New York were almost soothing in a 


way. 


It was enough to almost make you nod off, which now Bruce could understand sometimes seeing people napping 
on the train. 


Bruce perked up every time he heard the train screech to a halt, with every stop. 

Mostly he didn't want to miss his stop. 

After almost two hours, Bruce straightened up, and adjusted his bag over his shoulder. 

He moved with several other people, and hopped off the train at his stop. 

After moving through the turnstile, he started to make his way up the long stairway up to the surface. 
Bruce took in one deep breath. 

Mostly the smells you'd breath in underground weren't exactly the best. 

He enjoyed the fresh air as he made his way up the street. 

After walking a couple of blocks, Bruce made his way up the stoop of an apartment building. 
Bruce stepped into the foyer, and was about to hit the buzzer for a particular floor. 

He stopped however, when someone came in behind him, and opened the door with a key. 
Bruce slipped in past them, and quickly moved into going up the stairwell. 


He had to go up three floors. 


So far it was fine, since after the long bus ride, and train ride. It was nice to actually move around. 
Bruce heard all sorts of sounds that echoed in from doorways to the stairwell on every floor. 
Mostly it was a lot of yelling or babies crying. 

Bruce sighed when he got to the third floor, which was like every other floor. 

He got about half way down the hallway, and stopped at a door. 

He stared at 3E, that was spray painted in black, on the burgundy colored door. 

Bruce knocked at the door, he shifted his footing. 

There was a silence, he knocked harder. 


Bruce's eyes briefly flickered around to the dark mustard colored walls, that were on either side of him. Which 
reminded him of the color of baby shit. 


Finally he heard a voice on the other side of the door. 


It opened just as Bruce was looking at the fluorescent lights that hung over his head, that were also that 
mustard color, probably from all the cigarette smoke from the tenants in the building over the many decades. 


"You didnt buzz in?" 
Bruce looked at the young woman that was standing in front of him now. 


"You didn't call neither, now say | wasn't home what would you do Bruce huh?," She said, in a very thick New 


Jersey accent. 

The corners of Bruce's mouth twitched into a smile. 

"Don't try and act cute Bruce," She huffed a little, leaning against the doorway, not letting him in just yet. 
"Told you I'd be coming this week," Bruce defended himself firstly. 

"Not a when, or where,” She quipped back. 

Bruce sighed, his smile fading a little, but it was still there. 


"It got kinda bad at home, l'm not going back Mary, | can't. Just before | got on the bus | did call, but you 


were probably at work right?," Bruce explained then questioned. 


When you noted Mary's appearance, she had short dark hair in a bob, also wearing a waitress uniform. Hinting 


she might've just gotten off of working a double at some local diner in town. 


"Was it the be all end all finally?," Mary asked, her dark eyes looking to Bruce, with amusement, but also 


concern as well. 

"| said | wasn't going back," Bruce said. 

"That's what you said before," Mary smiled, finally stepping away from the doorway for Bruce to come in 
Bruce didn't say anything this time. 

"Rent's gonna be $45 a month, I'll let you slide this month, till you can get a job here," Mary said. 

Bruce sat his bag on the tattered sofa, that probably came with the place. 

"Thanks Mer," Bruce looked back at her, and smiled. 


"Well since you're here, guess we can go out tonight, my favorite band is playing," Mary said, as she left the 


room, to go take a shower. 
It didn't seem like it was a yes or no question for Bruce. 
Bruce dropped his bag to the floor, and plopped on the sofa 


He felt safer here. 


It felt good to be away from home. 
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Bruce stood under the hot spray of the water from the shower. 

Only because Mary told him to clean up a little. 

Bruce didn't think about home, he only thought about the things in the moment. 

Like how him and Mary were going to listen to some music, drink, and dance. 

Bruce smiled a little to himself. 

Whenever Bruce stayed in New York, he always went out with Mary. 

Sometimes it felt like Bruce could really be himself. 

Bruce was shaving off the stubble on his face when he heard Mary on the other side of the door. 
"And here you bitch to me, how long it takes me to get ready!," Mary teased. 

"Yeah okay, 2 minutes!," Bruce commented back 

Bruce wiped his face with a damp cloth, and buttoned up his shirt. 

Bruce soon exited the bathroom, to get his boots and jacket. 

He heard a whistle. 

"Looking sharp tonight Bruce, you really wanna stick it to daddy don't you~," Mary teased. 


Bruce's dark curls were combed back with most likely his fingers, he wore a loose white button up, with a 


black vest underneath that was a little snug, that matched nicely with his black jeans. 


Bruce had the faintest blush on his face, as he slipped on his boots. 


"Don't know what you mean," he replied. 

Mary laughed, as her kitten heels clicked against the hardwood floors of her apartment. 

It was the evening now. 

The sun was setting, the sky was a purplish pink color, which soon enough would fade into darkness. 
Bruce and Mary walked together, they wouldn't have to take the subway where they were heading. 
Mary always knew where the hottest spots were to go dancing. 

Bruce never asked where they were going, he trusted her enough, knowing they'd have a great night. 
Bruce kept his eyes peeled taking in his surroundings again. 

It seemed like everything was always changing down here. 


If you liked a coffee shop, well a month from now it would probably be a thrifty boho shop, or a small dive 


bor. 

That's how things were, and to be honest Bruce didn't mind it. 

It kept him on his toes. 

Never letting himself getting too comfortable. 

Bruce felt a light tug on the sleeve of his tattered black leather jacket: 


Bruce hadn't noticed Mary having veered to the left, and before Bruce got too far ahead, she tugged on his 


sleeve changing his direction 

Bruce noted the music he heard coming from the club, that traveled out to the street. 

Both of them walked up the small stoop, with Bruce opening the door and letting Mary step in first: 
The music was loud, which was matched up to the chattering buzz of the club. 

There were people dancing out on the floor. 


"Drink?," Mary had to practically yell into Bruce's ear. 


"Yeah alright," Bruce answered back just as loudly. 

Bruce ventured to the bar, while Mary found them a place to sit. 

Usually they had a couple of drinks before they ventured to the dance floor. 
Bruce had been to this club before it had been a while though. 

After Bruce ordered their drinks he noted the band on the stage. 

He didn't recognize them. 


They played loud dance music, that could be described as maybe rock jazz? 


Bruce wasn't quite sure. 

One thing he did know he liked them already. 

Maybe it was their energy that was practically pouring off the stage? 
Who knew. 


Bruce couldn't get a good look at the band from where he was, he figured once him and Mary got to the 


dancefloor he could really see. 


Not a moment later, the bartender was handing him his drinks, and Bruce himself had thankfully spotted Mary 


at a small two seater table. 

'Long wait?," Mary asked. 

"A bit yeah," Bruce nodded, then taking a sip of his beer. 

"Im happy we got here just in time, they do 3 sets, and I'd hate it if we missed any of it," Mary said 
Bruce figured it was the band Mary was referring too. 

Bruce looked to the stage again, a bit more interested now. 

"Hurry up and finish your drink | wanna dancel~," Mary smiled quickly gulping down her old fashioned. 


Bruce followed suit, finishing his beer in one go. 


Just as Bruce sat his glass down, Mary was already pulling his arm to get them out to the dance floor. 
Bruce couldn't help, but laugh just a little, as he was pulled. 


It was fine with him, since he loved to dance, and especially the atmosphere he was in, he forgot all about 


home, and his troubles. 

Bruce danced with Mary, to songs that seemed like that would never end. 

The music was entrancing in a way. 

As Bruce danced, he looked to the stage again 

He could see the band in full action 

Bruce's eyes flickered over to a member of the band that was really wailing with their instrument. 
The saxophone player. 

Besides the way they played, Bruce took in their appearance, tall and dark. 
Strangely an eyepatch as well.. 

Bruce wondered how he got that eyepatch, it made him curious. 

Bruce however was brought back to reality, when Mary suddenly pulled him closer. 
Mary was grinding on him, which Bruce was certainly not opposed to. 

Every so often Bruce's eyes looked to the stage again, looking at that saxophonist. 
"Aren't they great?~," Mary smiled, having noticed Bruce's attention elsewhere. 
"They play down here a lot?," Bruce then asked. 

"At least a couple times a week," she answered back. 

Bruce took in that little bit of info. 

Several minutes later, the band closed out after their first set for the night. 


Which soon enough the crowd on the dance floor dispersed, taking a break from dancing to socialize and get 


drinks. 


Bruce noticed the band on stage taking a break, probably for the hour, before they'd be onstage again, playing 
for a long night. 


"Come on, let's get a drink while we can," Mary piped up, taking Bruce's arm, as they walked to the bar 
together. 


They managed to get in a couple of more drinks before the band came on stage again 
Just like everyone else, they were back on the dance floor once again 

Bruce could feel his face getting hot. 

Maybe it was from all the dancing, or the booze, probably both to be honest 


Either way eventually they got closer to the stage, not intentional; But you did get jostled around a lot when 


you have a large group of drunk young adults dancing around. 

Bruce's eyes looked to the stage again, when he spun Mary around. 
Bruce noticed eyes... Well an eye looking right back at him. 

Bruce smiled, as he stared right at the saxophone player. 

He was big. 

Not in just his looks, but how he played. 

How he dressed. 

A dark and handsome man, dressed in a dark sharp suit. 

"His name's Clarence," Mary said, her mouth practically against Bruce's ear. 
Bruce felt his face suddenly burning more. 

Clarence 

"They stick around after their sets, for a couple of hours," Mary added. 
Bruce laughed a little. 


That was one thing Bruce loved about Mary, she could always read him like a book, knew exactly what he 


wanted. 

Bruce gave Clarence one lingering look, before him and Mary continuing dancing their night away. 
"You know how to get back right?" 

Bruce turned his head, when he heard Mary talking to him. 

Bruce was currently leaning against the bar. 

The night had finally winded down. 

Bruce nodded. 

"Got the spare key | gave you right?," Mary then asked. 

Bruce nodded again. 

"Alright be good~," Mary giggled, kissing Bruce on the cheek. 

Bruce noted Mary had picked up a woman. 

She looked cute, she already had their arm slinked around Mary's waist, as they exited the club. 
Let's get one thing straight... Well not so straight more like queer. 

Mary wasn't actually Bruce's girlfriend. 

Mary was a friend he picked up along the way, from the many times he'd come into the city. 
They met at a gay club, and really hit it off. 

Mostly not having the best relationships with their families. 

Mary was Bruce's cover. 

Bruce's father figured he was gay, with Bruce himself making up the little white lie about having a girlfriend. 
He supposed now it really didn't matter did it? 

Bruce was alone at the bar. 


There were still people mingling around the club, but most of tonight's youth hopped to another club, or 


headed home for the night. 

‘Waiting for somebody?" 

Bruce lifted his head, broken away from his thoughts. 

Bruce felt his face get washed with warmth. 

He couldn't help, but let the corners of his mouth curl into a smile. 

Bruce turned his head, he wasn't alone anymore at the bar. 

"Actually | am," Bruce answered. 

Bruce was staring at Clarence. 

Now that the saxophonist was standing next to him. 

Bruce never felt so small to be honest. 

Clarence seemed amused, he ordered himself a drink, and sat on the stool at the bar. 
At least that helped a little with his height, so he wouldn't be to intimidating, not that he was trying to be. 
‘| like your band, you were great," Bruce complimented. 

He didn't want no awkward silences between them. 

Clarence smiled. 

"Thank you, you come around here often?," Clarence asked. 


‘Oh no.. Not really, but | will now," Bruce answered, not realizing the blush on his face was getting darker by 


the second. 


Clarence laughed, not in a teasing way, but one that was much more endearing, it seemed to light up Bruce's 


face hearing it, like he wanted more of it. 
"Have a name stranger," Clarence asked. 
"Ah... Bruce," Bruce offered his hand politely. 


Clarence cocked an eyebrow. 


"Not from around here Bruce?" Clarence asked, as he shook Bruce's hand in a firm but gentle shake. 
Bruce suddenly felt like his whole body was on fire. 

Clarence's fingertips gently touched Bruce's palm, as they pulled their hands away. 

Bruce shuddered from the sensation, 

"What gave it away?," Bruce asked. 

"Don't think | ever met someone as sweet and polite on the Eastside before," Clarence laughed. 
Bruce felt his heart race. 

Clarence leaned closer, "I'm not from around here either." 

"Jersey," Bruce said. 

"Virginia," Clarence answered back. 

Clarence smiled, "you know l'm sorry | didn't even introduce myself yet I'm-" 

"Clarence," Bruce beat him to it. 

Bruce's heart raced faster. 

How Clarence's name rolled off of his tongue, it made him shuddered inwardly. 

It's Clarence right?," Bruce repeated, just wanting to say the saxophonist name again 


Clarence smiled again. 
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"You dont mind walking?," Clarence asked 

"Id follow you to the ends of the earth," Bruce answered back 

Clarence didn't laugh, but he did smile at that 

Maybe humored, or he did believe Bruce. 

Whatever it was it didn't matter much. 

Not to either of them 

It was late, the sky was dark, but the streets were alive 

Even though Bruce did feel safe with Clarence, he did keep his guard up. 

Especially when they passed by what he was pretty sure were gangs, gathered up late this night 


"If they say anything to you ignore them," Clarence said, his voice low enough, that no one else could hear him 


except Bruce. 
"Whatre you doing down here lithe boy?" 


Bruce did what he was told, he ignored the whistles and catcalls. As much as he'd love to tell them to fuck 
off, or none of your business, He could get why it probably wouldn't be the best idea. 


Bruce noticed they were heading towards the subway. 

"You live far?," Bruce asked suddenly. 

"135th Street," Clarence answered. 

Bruce couldn't help, but laugh. 

"It might be morning by the time we get there," Bruce commented back 

Their boots echoed as they came down the stairs of the subway. 

‘Least you'll have a place to sleep right?," Clarence said 

Bruce took in what Clarence said, as they waited for the train to pull in 

Bruce wondered if Clarence knew he was a bit of a runaway. 

Technically he did have a place to go though 

He stayed with Mary. 

Well Clarence didnt know that, and how would he know? 

Not a moment later you heard the train rumble, and screech as it pulled it's way in 
Bruce didn't answer back to Clarence's comment, he let it go for now. 

Since Bruce highly doubted, Clarence wanted to hear his sob story. 

Bruce wanted one thing, and he was pretty sure Clarence wanted that one thing as well 
Both of them hopped onto the train 

There were a few people on there with them. 


Most likely a few teens heading home from a late night of partying, to grown adults just getting off from 


work 
Bruce heard Clarence let out a heavy sigh, as he took a seat. 


Bruce sat next to him. 


Usually Bruce would stand, but this would be one hell of a long ride, so he opted for sitting. 
Clarence looked at Bruce briefly, "hope you don't mind," he said. 

Bruce lifted his head, but not looking at Clarence. 

"Never headed that far into Harlem before," Bruce answered back. 

"Well there'd be no reason for you too to be honest," Clarence laughed under his breath. 
As it got later, Bruce's eyes started to grow heavy. 

Bruce ended up nodding off, his head leaning against Clarence's shoulder. 

Bruce however kept startling awake at every stop, mostly out of instinct. 

After it happened a few times, Clarence noticed. 

"ll wake you when we get there," Clarence offered. 

Bruce accepted the offer, letting his head rest on Clarence's shoulder again 

Bruce didn't think about how he probably shouldn't fall asleep on the subway. 

Let alone next to some stranger he just met. 

Then again Bruce had his own type of instincts. 


One being he felt like he could trust Clarence, he knew him for a few hours, but there was something about 


him he couldn't quite explain. 


Bruce wasn't sure how long he was out for, but feeling a firm but gentle nudge in his side. Plus hearing the 


loud screech of the subway slowing down, and coming to a halt woke him up. 
"Mh?," Bruce mumbled a little under his breath, and rubbed his eyes. 

Before he knew it, he felt a guiding hand on his arm pulling him up to his feet: 
Bruce blinked a few times, then looking at Clarence. 

Bruce suddenly remembered how and why he was in the subway. 


"Sorry," Bruce said under his breath. 


Clarence looked like he acknowledged it, but started to move before the trains doors closed. 
Bruce quickly shuffled behind him. 


Bruce was still a little sleepy, it almost seemed like a dream as he walked up the long flight of stairs up to the 


surface of Harlem 

Bruce didn't think about going back to Mary's apartment: 

"You go down all that way to play music?," Bruce was suddenly compelled to ask 
"Well they pay hell of a lot more there then up here," Clarence smiled 

That'd made sense. 


Bruce didn't bother asking how much farther, since he wouldve enjoyed walking with Clarence till his legs would 
finally give out. 


Bruce's eyes flickered over to a bodega they passed. 
He curiously peered inside as they walked, seeing an older man behind the counter reading a newspaper. 
‘Hal Whatre doing back so early Big Man?" 


Bruce looked straight ahead when he heard a voice, breaking out of his curiosity of the new surroundings he 


was in. 

It belonged to a man that had walked up to them. 

Bruce hadn't noticed him before. 

Bruce's guard peaked, as he straightened up, when Clarence suddenly stopped walking 

"Early? It's 3am," Clarence laughed under breath, there was a brief handshake that was shared between them. 
"You're usually never back till the next day,” The man answered back 

Now that Bruce was closer, he really took in this figure. 

They seemed young, not as young as himself, but young. 


Short straight hair that came up to his ears, maybe dirty blond or light brown hair. 


Bruce couldn't really tell in the dark, and the flickering street light wasn't really helping. 
They seemed to be about the same height as Bruce. 

Their vibe Bruce was picking up on, was friendly for the most part. 

Also seeing as Clarence seemed a bit relaxed, that probably meant this guy was no threat. 
Oddly enough Bruce noticed how this stranger wore tinted glasses. 

"The Rangers are back, just sayin," The man said. 

Clarence let out an evident sigh. 

"Can this wait?," Clarence questioned. 

The man shifted his footing, "wait? Really?" 

When Bruce awkwardly itched his hair, was when he was finally noticed. 

The man looked at him. 

"You lost? You got a long ways back to l4th street sweetie," The man commented to Bruce. 
Bruce wasn't sure how to respond, which he didn't have to worry about since Clarence answered for him. 
"He's not lost, he's with me," Clarence said. 

The man let out a huffle of laughter under his breath. 

He stepped forward, leaning past Clarence, and offering his hand to Bruce. 

"Names Johnny, and you are?," Johnny introduced himself. 

"Bruce," he answered, giving back a firm handshake. 

"Not from around here Bruce?," Johnny suddenly asked. 

"Jersey," Bruce said. 


A big smile spread across Johnny's face. 


"No shit! Ocean Grove," Johnny enthusiastically said. 


"Freehold," Bruce answered simply, but did offer a small smile, since it was sort of nice to meet a new person 


from Jersey like himself 

"So what brings you into the city? Tired of that hell hole?," Johnny laughed 
Before Bruce could answer, Clarence lightly cleared his throat. 

"We gotta go, another time?," Clarence said. 


"Ah sure, hey Bruce | need to talk to the Big Man here, could you give us a moment," Johnny said, though his 


tone didn't seem like there was much of a choice. 
Bruce looked at Clarence, seeing as it was okay, he walked a few feet ahead of them, till he got to the corner. 


It only seemed like a moment, by the time Bruce looked back at them, Clarence was already walking towards 


him again. With his saxophone case in hand. 

Bruce looked at Clarence curiously, hoping for an answer, but it never came. 

They walked for a couple more blocks, then walking up to an apartment building. 

Bruce figured this was where Clarence lived. 

It looked small, and old. 

‘It's quiet," Bruce mused aloud. 

Noticing how quiet it was in the apartment building compared to Mary's. 

"Oh it gets loud during the day, believe me," Clarence chuckled 

Bruce believed him. 

They walked up four flights of steps, with Clarence jingling his keys as he opened the door. 
Bruce stepped in, and curiously looked around, as Clarence turned on a couple of lights. 
The apartment was sparsely decorated, but there was still a charm to it, that Bruce couldn't place. 


As Bruce explored a little, he heard Clarence say something to him. 


| have to go somewhere, I'll be back within the hour, sorry," Clarence said. 

Bruce looked at Clarence. 

There was an evident pout on Bruce's face. 

"You're leaving?" 

"Small business, honest," Clarence said. 

Clarence looked a bit annoyed, like he didn't want to do this either. 

Bruce figured it had to do with that Johnny character. 

He wondered what it was about. 

"So | stay here, and wait?," Bruce questioned, as he walked casually towards Clarence. 
"You can or you can go, | won't make you do either," Clarence answered. 

Bruce had walked up to Clarence till they were chest to chest. 

"IIl stay on one condition," Bruce said, his eyes upturned, as he looked at Clarence. 
Clarence looked back at him. 


"You better tell me how you got that eyepatch when you get back," Bruce said, the corners of his mouth 


curled into a smile. 
Clarence looked amused and relieved. 
"That's all? | could just tell you now," Clarence smiled back. 


Bruce held up his hand, his fingertips ghosting over Clarence's lips, "I wanna look forward to a couple of things 
when you get back," he answered back smoothly. 


"Make yourself comfortable, I'll be back in a flash honest," Clarence said. 


"Hope so," Bruce said, watching as Clarence pulled away, and leaving the apartment. 
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Bruce groggily opened his eyes briefly. 

His face nuzzling back into the pillow. 

He faintly felt sunshine hitting his back. 

This felt nice. 

Being in a bed, not thinking about a particular thing. 

As he lied there, he faintly heard yelling, followed by street traffic. 

These noises stirred him a bit, so he couldn't be lulled back to sleep once again 

That's not what home sounded like... 

Home was hearing his little sister get ready for school, his father's brief yelling before he was on his way to 
work. His mother spraying her perfume that would travel through the vents to his small closet of a bedroom. 
As she herself was getting ready to go into work. 

Bruce rubbed his eyes. 

This still wasn't right. 


Mary would get ready for work, he would hear her singing in the bathroom, as she straightened her hair. 


Bruce should hear her, swear under her breath, her flats would patter against the creaking hardwood floor, as 


she dashed to the kitchenette to take the kettle off the stove as it loudly whistled. 


She'd say, ‘Bruce I'll be back by 4, take out the trash would yah? or ‘I left some numbers on the counter you 


can try for a job! then she'd be out the door to work her double. 

When Bruce didn't hear the particular things he was use to, this wasn't right 
Bruce grunted out a sigh, as he finally took a look around. 

Only for a moment he wondered where he was. 

He was alone in an apartment: 

Clarence's apartment. 

His apartment was a studio apartment, so there weren't a lot of hiding places. 
Bruce slowly blinked, still very tired around the eyes, as he itched his hair. 
Bruce looked beside himself 

Clarence never came back last night. 

Bruce wondered if he was okay. 

He distinctly remembered Clarence saying he'd be back within the hour’ and ‘back in a flash: 
Bruce had no idea where Clarence was, why he needed to go out 

Bruce fell asleep last night waiting for Clarence. 


He hoped that whatever hour Clarence would've returned he would've woke him up. That wasn't the case 


however. 

Bruce pulled back the blankets on the bed. 

Bruce slept in his white dress shirt, along with his briefs. 

Bruce shuffled along to the bathroom. 

By the time he stepped out, he heard the phone ring from the kitchen 

Bruce walked over, looking at the ivory colored phone as it lightly vibrated and rang. 


Bruce wondered if he should answer it. 


Well this wasn't his apartment. 

He didn't know Clarence. 

What if they asked when Clarence was going to be back? 

Bruce had no idea 

What if its a family emergency? 

He should answer it right? 

So he could pass along the message. 

Bruce took in a deep breath, and let out a heavy sigh. 

He reached for the phone, and answered it. 

"Hello?," Bruce said, his voice had a touch of uneasiness to it. 

"Youre still there?" 

Bruce raised his brow slightly. 

Out of any of the possibilities of who could've been calling Clarence himself calling was none of them. 
‘Clarence?," Bruce questioned just to be sure. 

"The one and only," Clarence joked. 

Bruce felt relief wash over him. 

"Are you okay?," Bruce asked. 

"Yeah Im fine Im fine... Im sorry, didn't think Id be out all night lke that, if | wouldve known..." Clarence trailed off. 
Bruce leaned against the kitchen counter. 

‘It's alright... | was just worried you know..," Bruce trailed off himself, he could feel his face getting hot. 
There was something nice about hearing Clarence talking right into his ear. 


‘So you're not mad?," Clarence asked. 


Bruce shook his head, but realizing a second later Clarence couldn't exactly see that 
"No I'm not mad.. Will you be back soon?," Bruce answered, but then asked. 

"Did you want breakfast?" Clarence then asked. 

Bruce was briefly confused, but immediately his stomach growled 

Bruce realized he hadn't eaten in a day and a half now. 

"Yeah | can eat," Bruce said 

E you go to IBth street, there's a place on the corner there," Clarence said 

Bruce couldn't help, but let a small laugh escape under his breath 

It would take him a little while to get down that way. 

"Can you be ready in IO minutes?," Clarence then asked. 


"Oh? Ah.. yeah yeah | can be," Bruce frantically started to button up his shirt, as the phone was cradled into 


his neck. 


‘Okay just meet me down stairs, lil be there in a few," Clarence said, then a click was heard, followed by the 


dead dial tone of the phone. 
Bruce put the phone back, and quickly ran over to the chair where he lied his pants over. 
Bruce almost tripped on his way to the bathroom as he tucked in his shirt 

He didn't bother putting on his vest. 


Bruce quickly combed his hair messily back with his fingers, then grabbing some toothpaste to put on his 
finger to rub on his teeth. 


Rinsing his mouth out with some water. 


Bruce dashed out from the bathroom looking around for his boots, grabbing his jacket, then he was out the 
door, and racing down the four flights of stairs. 


When Bruce made his way down the stoop, he was a bit out of breath. 


Bruce scanned around for Clarence, since he was sure it was over IO minutes already. 
Bruce almost jumped out of his skin when he heard a car honk at him. 

Bruce looked over seeing a ITI Nova parked in the street near the apartment. 
Clarence was in the drivers seat. 

Bruce raced over. 

Bruce also tried to remember did Clarence have a car? 

They took the subway, didn't they last night? 

Bruce opened the door and slid into the front seat with Clarence. 

Clarence's clothes were a bit different from last night Bruce immediately noticed. 


The clothes he had on were a bit more casual, black turtle neck, and a leather jacket, also a black wool enfield 


hat. 


Bruce was pretty sure Clarence wore a very sharp suit, he wondered where he got the outfit change from 


exactly 
The other big thing Bruce noticed was missing was the eyepatch, as soon as Clarence looked at him. 
"So was the eyepatch just for show?," was the first thing Bruce said to Clarence. 

Clarence smiled, as he started up the Nova, and pulled away from the curb. 

"Something like that, it added a lot of mystery to me didn't it?," Clarence mused. 


Bruce was only a touch disappointed, since he wondered how he got the eyepatch, mostly just having that 
childlike curiosity. 


| suppose so," Bruce laughed under his breath. 
‘Sorry about last night, really," Clarence apologized again. 
Its alright, mostly | just hoped you were okay," Bruce admitted. 


Bruce's eyes curiously looked around Harlem, as they drove south, it looked a lot different during the day, then 
at night. 


"Aren't you tired?," Bruce suddenly asked. 

Clarence was out all night, he should be exhausted. 

"Ah, l'm alright, I'll just take a nap later or something," Clarence dismissed. 

Clarence briefly looked over at Bruce, "I hope you got some sleep at least," he mused. 

Bruce nodded, "yeah your bed was pretty comfortable," he answered, as he strangled back a blush. 


Clarence only smiled at that. 


Bruce briefly stopped in his tracks as him and Clarence walked together to the small diner. 
Clarence noticed right away when Bruce was no longer beside him. 

"What's wrong?," Clarence asked. 

Bruce looked at the diner, then Clarence. 

"Mh... Ah nothing, sorry," Bruce apologized. 

Clarence eyed Bruce, but eventually they made their way inside. 

They shared a booth together, near the window, sitting across from one another. 

They beat the breakfast crowd, and it wasn't lunch time yet, so the small diner wasn't that busy. 
Bruce slinked down in his booth a little, when the waitress came over. 

"What'll you boys have? Coffee?" 

The waitress looked at Bruce her eyes briefly widening. 


"Yeah coffee's fine for me," Clarence said. 


"Bruce what on earth are you doing here?" 
"Ah... Hi Mary..." Bruce blushed deeply. 


Clarence curiously watched their interactions, wondering if that's why Bruce acted so odd, before they came in 


here. 

Mary rolled her eyes, then looked from Clarence to Bruce, then back to Clarence. 
"Hope he's not giving you any trouble?," Mary questioned. 

"Not at all," Clarence smiled. 

"The usual Big Man?," Mary asked. 

"Of course," Clarence agreed. 

Before Bruce could give an answer, Mary answered for him. 

"I already know what you want," Mary teased, before talking away. 

"Friend of yours?," Clarence was compelled to ask. 

"Friend and roommate," Bruce answered. 

"Oh so you do have a place to stay that's good," Clarence chuckled under his breath. 


A moment later Mary brought over a cup of coffee for Clarence, also a glass of orange juice, and milk for 


Bruce. 

"Did you think | lived on the street?," Bruce asked curiously 
"Actually yeah," Clarence answered truthfully 

"Can | ask why?" 


Clarence thought for a moment, "you have a very naive attitude about you, you went with me all the way to 
Harlem," He shrugged, then taking a sip of his coffee. 


Bruce wasn't insulted. 


| recently moved to the city.. Like yesterday." Bruce chuckled, "and | like you," he added. 


Clarence noticed the light blush on Bruce's cheeks, he found it endearing. 

Only moments later Mary brought over their food. 

Clarence cocked an eyebrow, at Bruce's food. 

Which happened to be two grilled cheese sandwiches, he watched as Bruce doused them in ketchup. 
Bruce noticed he was being watched, as he took a big bite. 

"Smuffing Wrogff?," Bruce talked with his mouth full. 

Clarence shook his head and smiled, "nothing." 


Clarence payed for breakfast, mostly as an apology to Bruce about what happened last night, with Bruce 
himself not putting up a fight about it at all. 


| can drive you home," Clarence offered. 

‘I'd appreciate it," Bruce smiled, as they hopped back into the car. 

I+ only seemed like a few short minutes before they were back at Mary's apartment building. 
"Are you free tomorrow night?,” Clarence asked, as soon as he parked the car. 
Bruce looked back at him. 

lam," Bruce smiled. 

"T o'clock?" 

"Syre" 

"Ill pick you up." 

"Thanks." 

"Do you like Chinese?" 

"Never had it" 


"Casual." 


"Got it" 

Bruce was about to get out but stopped, he looked back at Clarence. 

Bruce easily slid on the leather seats. 

Without saying anything he kissed Clarence on the lips. 

It was soft and gentle, he pulled away. 

"Sorry... I've been wanting to do that since last night... Don't think | could've waited another day." Bruce said. 
Bruce had a deep blush on his face. 

Clarence was a bit surprised at the boldness from Bruce. 

"See you tomorrow night,” Clarence smiled. 

"See yah," Bruce said, as the corners of his mouth curled into a smile. 


Clarence watched as Bruce made his way inside before leaving. 


Author's Notes: 
Ah yes, a bit more into Clarence's background, also took a different approach to this chapter, hopefully it'll be 


taken welll 


Comments and questions most appreciated thank you! :) 


| have to be back by 6:30 tonight," Clarence said. 

"Why you got a hot date or something?,” Johnny teased, as he hopped into Clarence's car. 
"That's really none of your business," Clarence said, his tone was flat. 

Clarence was on the East side of Harlem, and had to pick up Johnny. 

"The kid from the other night?" 

Clarence didn't answer. 

"What was his name again? Bruce right?" 

Clarence still didn't answer. 

"Well he's cute, and from Jersey, so you know he's quite the catch," Johnny laughed. 


Clarence let out a heavy sigh, "if you're trying to make fun of him, you're from Jersey too you know," he 


pointed out. 

"What can | say I'm a man of self deprecating humor," Johnny quipped back 

Clarence rolled his eyes. 

"Jeez lighten up Big Man, you're usually not so.. Serious? What gives huh?," Johnny questioned. 
"Listen we've got a job to do, | wanna be in and out, some of us have lives, just saying," Clarence said. 


Johnny held up his hands innocently, “alright | get it" 


"When he says | should dress casual what does that mean?," Bruce asked. 
"What do you think it means?," Mary inquired. 


Mary was lying on her stomach on her bed, casually flipping through a magazine, as she let Bruce rifle 


through her closet 
"T shirt and jeans right? Comfortable?," Bruce mused aloud. 

"Could mean that yeah," Mary said, as she took a sip of coke that was on her nightstand beside her. 
Bruce let out a heavy, annoyed, and frustrated sigh. 

"Come on Mary, you're an expert herel," Bruce huffed. 

Mary laughed, "I'm the expert really?," she mused 


"Yeah! You go on dates all the time, | mean what do | wear to impress him, but it also is not over the top. 


Casual, but comfortable. Something that says ‘wow he's got style!’ so he thinks I'm cool,” Bruce said 
Mary laughed then shifted her position, so she was leaning back on her elbows 

"Oh you're serious?" 

Bruce pouted 

Mary got up from the bed, "okay okay," she sighed 

"You've got your dark jeans right?," Mary asked, as she looked through her closet: 

Bruce nodded, 


"Your boots, those jeans, and this shirt," Mary said, as she picked a soft colored blue shirt, that had a faded 
paisley print on it. 


Bruce curiously looked at the shirt. 


‘Isn't that a bit bright?,” Bruce questioned. 


Mary rolled her eyes, "you asked for my advice this is it." 


"The boots and pants are casual, this shirt is a soft color, blue always looks good on you, the design is mirimal, 


but it shows you put time into picking something out," Mary explained her advice. 
"Also its summer, you're keeping up with the seasons," Mary added. 

Bruce took the shirt. 

Mary did have a very fair point, especially when Bruce looked at the shirt longer. 
"| think.. He likes the color red." Bruce mumbled out. 


"Bruuuce..," Mary rubbed her temples. 


"Welll.. The other night, his suit, in his front pocket he had a red handkerchief. It was subtle but..," Bruce 
trailed off as Mary gave him a look. 


"The only thing | have in red is a dress," Mary crossed her arms. 
Bruce blushed deeply, "okay this shirt is fine thanks..." he itched the back of his head. 


"Good because, | don't think | need you stretching it out, you're a bit big here," Mary gave Bruce a playful 


spank on the ass, as she went back over to her bed 


"On the count of 3" 


Jara 
Johnny took a deep breath, then opened the car door, and climbed out. 
Clarence looked at his watch, and watched as Johnny made his way up an alley. 


The sun was just barely beginning to set. 


Clarence had his car parked down in one of the many alley's of West Harlem. 

Clarence's expression was blank, he hadn't moved an inch. 

Johnny had knocked on a door that was down the alley. 

A moment later the door opened. 

A couple of gunshots rang out, as Johnny pulled a gun from his leather jacket and fired. 
Johnny disappeared through the door. 

You faintly heard more gunshots ring out in the distance. 


"l swear Johnny you better not be acting Ike a fool in there," Clarence mumbled under his breath, his eyes now 


fixated on his watch. 


"Do you know anything about him?," Bruce asked 

"Depends," Mary said, as she made her way to the kitchenette. 

see 

"What do you want to know," Mary phrased, which only seemed to confuse Bruce. 
"Well does he come into your diner a lot?," Bruce asked 


"Yeah actually all hours of the day, never the same time, but at least a few times a week," Mary answered as 


she got a pan from the cupboard. 
‘Is he always nice to you?," Bruce then asked. 
"Mhm~ If | was into men | think I'd be charmed~," Mary teased, as Bruce blushed. 


Bruce thought about his next questions carefully, while he did, Mary started cutting some peppers on a 
cutting board. 


"You ever see him with anyone?," Bruce asked. 

Mary got the hint, "bandmates usually, or people he works with," she shrugged. 
Bruce was relieved hearing that. 

"You call any of the numbers | left you?," Mary changed the subject. 


Bruce nodded, "yeah, | think a couple of promising ones, | have an interview tomorrow, for a stocking position on 


the East side, for some auto shop," he answered. 
"That's my boy!," Mary beamed, happy to hear it. 


Bruce blushed, "yeah yeah," he laughed. 


Clarence watched as the second hand moved on his watch. 
He started up his Nova, and shifted gears. 
Only a moment later he started to pull up into the alley. 


Just as he was passing the open doorway, Johnny came running out, he grabbed the door handle to the car 


and hopped in 
"We gotta get the fuck out of here," Johnny panted, holding his arm. 
Clarence didn't need to be told twice. 


He revved his engine, and peeled out from the alleyway. 


"Make sure you have him drop you off, if he lives all the way out on [35th street it'll take you a while to get 


back on this side of town tomorrow,’ Mary said, as she cooked bell peppers and chicken on the stove. 


"Okay mom," Bruce teased. 


"Who knows maybe he likes to play hard to get~," Mary quipped right back. 
Bruce blushed, "I do not wanna have a sex conversation," he laughed. 
"Why? Sex talks are fun, | can offer valuable advice," Mary said matter of factly. 


"Oh yeah like what? You only sleep with women, | sleep with mostly men, women every once and while," Bruce 


said, as he sat on one of the counters. 


"How bad is it?," Clarence asked. 


"Not too bad, but this shit hurts like a mother fucker, let me tell you," Johnny forced a small laugh, as he 
tightly clutched his arm. 


"Let me see," Clarence said, as they pulled onto the main road. 
Johnny moved his hand, and rolled up his sleeve of his leather jacket. 
"Your jacket took most of the brunt, not too bad," Clarence sighed in relief. 


"Easy for you to say! I'm the one that got fucking shot!" Johnny barked, rolling down his sleeve, and holding his 


arm agai n. 


"Keep it down would yah," Clarence shook his head, as they stopped at a red light. 


Bruce was staring at his watch, it was after Tpm. 

Bruce was sitting on the stoop of Mary's apartment building. 
He said T right? 

T o'clock.. 


Maybe he forgot where Mary lived, was there traffic? 


Yeah he definitely said Tpm. 


Bruce cuffed his jeans to help pass the time as he waited for Clarence. 


"Hell live." 

"Easy with that needle Max," Johnny huffed 

Clarence and Johnny were in a makeshift garage. 

Max seemed like the nerdy type, his hair combed a bit back, with his thick framed glasses. 
He carefully used a needle to stitch up Johnny, after pulling out the bullet. 

"You think they got the message?" 

Clarence looked to his side. 

| would hope so, Steven," Clarence answered. 

Steven was a tad shorter than Clarence, he had a brightly colored floral printed shirt, and a white fedora 
It looked like he belonged in Cuba, not say downtown Harlem. 

‘Oh yeah they better havel," Johnny barked out. 

Steven rolled his eyes. 

Clarence happened to see how dark it had gotten outside. 

"Shit what time is it???," Clarence panicked. 

"7:45," Max answered, as he wiped his hands with a towel. 

"| gotta jet," Clarence grabbed his jacket. 

"What're you in a hurry for, you don't even have a gig till Friday?," Steven questioned. 


"He's got a hot date," Johnny teased. 


Which then plenty of low whistles and laughs echoed through the garage. 


"| don't got time for any of you, bye," Clarence said, as he dashed out the door to his car. 


It was 8:30. 

Bruce perked up every time a car drove by, hoping it was Clarence. 
Bruce let out a heavy sigh. 

Hi give him Hill 9, thats it though.. 

Just as Bruce made that mental deal with himself, a car finally pulled up. 
Bruce smiled, seeing it was Clarence. 

Bruce got up from the stoop and made his way over. 

I'm sorry, l'm very very very sorry," Clarence immediately apologized. 

"| was getting worried | was getting stood up," Bruce blushed, then letting out a small laugh under his breath. 
"It won't happen again, honest," Clarence promised. 

"Again? So you assume there'd be a second date?," Bruce teased 

"If | played my cards right, yeah," Clarence said. 

"Well you apologized, so let's start over okay?," Bruce smiled. 


Clarence smiled back, "sounds like a good idea," he sighed in relief. 


